CHAPTER   EIGHT

"Once in a Hundred Years..."

. HUROK and I were strolling on the Champs-Elysfes. It
was one of those tender Paris evenings which are as much a part
of our memories of the beloved city as the gaiety and the
elegance, the good food and the good talk, the giddy chatter
of the salons and the art galleries and the decorum of the
Op6ra.

The green of the chestnut trees was softly grayed; the Place de
la Concorde swam in an enchanted twilight haze. Even the
feminine shrieks which pass for automobile horns on the Paris
taxis were muted. It was an evening for sitting at a table in a side-
walk caf6 with one's friends, for drinking in the easy leisure of
Paris over a slowly emptying glass.

We were only a few steps from our table when I saw on a pillar
an affiche, half hidden, advertising a concert that night by "an
American contralto." I stopped and read it

"I think 111 just look in/' I said to Mrs. Hurok.

"Oh, you! You're always "just looking in* at something. I think
111 sit here and talk with our friends while you look in/*

"I won't be long/' I promised. I left her comfortably settled
at a table with the others, and went to the Salle Gaveau.

The concert hall was not the biggest in Paris, but it was ML I
found a seat and waited,

A tall, handsome Negro girl came out and walked with the grace
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